So!  Last week I had an interesting visitor at the hospital.  Working the emergency ward really is not exactly the most fun position, as I get a lot of ... well, emergencies, but it keeps food on the table, and it definitely keeps me on my toes.

A young girl had entered the place, and once I got her to sit down for a few minutes to calm herself, she nervously began to talk.  I was distracted, however, as she had the most impressive chest that I had ever seen - and I thought my breasts were perky.  She must've been at least a 48D or so.  You could see the outline of her areole under her flimsy shirt, which she had pulled tightly down over herself.

It took a lot of concentration to not stare at her and focus.  Katherine (not her real name), as I found out, was experiencing some unusual growth.

"Uhm... this all started about a week ago, I guess?"  Sitting up on the table, she looked about nervously, as she continued to tug on the edge of her shirt, her arms crossed underneath her bosom.  "I just seemed to start ... getting bigger... and... I was really nervous about coming in here but it's starting to get really difficult to move about..."

"So what happened?"

"I don't know, exactly... One morning I kinda felt like my bra wasn't fitting too well... I guessed it was just that time of the month, but after a couple of days, they didn't reduce in size... in fact... the bra broke ..." she blushed, biting her lip as I watched her motions, still hunched over slightly, keeping her arms wrapped about her midsection.  That would explain why she was wearing such a flimsy shirt, then...

I closed the door to the examination room, in an attempt to get her to tell me more about the situation.  My analytical mind forced me to ask the standard questions - is it uncomfortable ("sometimes"), have you started taking any medication ("no"), have you been sexually active (with this one, her eyes went wide and she nervously exclaimed that she hasn't had sex in several months)... I had to remain calm and collected, but even with asking that simple sexual question, I could see that her nipples were stiffening, just slightly.  She really didn't seem to be wearing the best outfit given the circumstances, but I can't blame her if this was all that fit her at the moment.

She let out a long, shuddering sigh at this point, as I silently was looking at her.  "I'm sorry, Jade, but I haven't been feeling myself for the past few days... I've been feeling lightheaded and unfocused, as well, and ... (another sigh)..."

I peered over at the door to make sure that it was closed, then turned to her again.  "It's alright, I'm here to help.  If there's anything that can help you relax, I want to let you know that everything you tell me is purely confidential."  (Sorry, Katherine.  I just needed to tell <i>someone</i>.  Please forgive me.)

She bit her lip and looked up at me from the examining table, smoothing out the folds in her shirt.  It was then that I realized something, that she wasn't actually holding onto the hem of her shirt - for some reason, she was casually stroking her stomach.  The fact that she had these gigantic breasts had actually been blocking my view.  She bent over further, and I discovered something else, something she had neglected to tell me...

"Jade... this... I've been growing here, too..." She was turning red with embarrassment as a pink, fleshy knob emerged from between her heaving breasts.  She had been stroking a phallus the entire time that we were in the examination room, and its size was starting to become more and more evident as her gentle stroking motions increased.  It was completely obscured inbetween her breasts, and all of a sudden I could understand why she was so nervous.  She told me that it started growing around the same time that her bra broke, and it's also never stopped swelling.  "All I can do is hide it, but it's so sensitive..." Her breathing started to deepen as she rocked back and forth gently, applying pressure all around the shaft, as she suddenly began to lick at the tip, shuddering and letting out the most worrisome moan I have ever heard, her eyes locked on mine, wanting help to make it disappear and yet, wanting release at the same time...

It was at this point that I realized that I had to be professional.  I had to help this poor girl as much as I could, using my knowledge as a nurse.

"Come with me, Katherine... we'll have to perform a full physical."



~~~


